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silently gase upon the Ark of the Covenant, to be
prompted by the thought that Gethsemane yon-
der is of more deathless memory still, and the gray
hill of Calvary of even deeper significance. Here
our race learned all that it knows of the conduct
of life, and of the solemnity of death; here we
are, so to speak, at our mother's knees once more,
with childish voice repeating words of prayer.

Athens, too, we can never forget. In it we live
again in the youth-tide of humanity. Here we be'
come warriors and artists, poets and philoso-
phers, without straining effort; here our dreams
are fulfilled, all our powers realised. On its Acrop-
olis we still see stately temples, and all around
them fair statues, incorporating in human form
those ideals of love and wisdom and majesty
which still guide our aspirations. Here the old re-
ligion of law loses its terror; the fallen veil reveals
a fair humanity, and we give up our tongue'tied
adoration for words and looks of love. In Athens,
life opens before us, life and the joy of living. We
have not yet forgotten the boy's delight in rivalry
and conquest, the keen pleasure of strife for
strife's sake, but we have come to recognise that
life itself is a perpetual struggle, whether it be the
artist's struggle with his material, or the states-
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